"He seems to be quite an invalid."
"Yes, he's a great sufferer. . . . But have you noticed
nothing? Have you talked to Mm?"
"Very little; he is so morose and unsociable."
"H'mi  . . ." Yaroslav Ilyitch mused.   "He's an unfor-
tunate man," he said dreamily.
"Is he?"
"Yes, unfortunate, and at the same time an incredibly
strange and interesting person. However, if he does not worry
you . . . Excuse my dwelling upon such a subject, but I was
curious . . ."
"And you have really roused my curiosity, too. ... I should
very much like to know what sort of a man he is. Besides, I
am living with him. . . ."
"You know, they say the man was once very rich. He
traded, as most likely you have heard. But through various
unfortunate circumstances he was reduced to poverty; many of
his barges were wrecked in a storm and lost, together with their
cargo. His factory, which was, I believe, in the charge of a
near and dear relation, was equally unlucky and was burnt
down, and the relation himself perished in the flames. It must
be admitted it was a terrible loss! Then, so they say, Murin
sank into tearful despondency; they began to be afraid he
would lose his reason, and, indeed, in a quarrel with another
merchant, also an owner of barges plying on the Volga, he
suddenly showed himself in such a strange an unexpected light
that the whole incident could only be accounted for on the sup-
position that he was quite mad, which I am prepared to
believe. I have heard in detail of some of his queer ways; there
suddenly happened at last a very strange, so to say momentous,
circumstance which can only be attributed to the malign influ-
ence of wrathful destiny."
"What was it?" asked Ordynov.
"They say that in a fit of madness he made an attempt on
the life of a young merchant, of whom he had before been
very fond. He was so upset when he recovered from the attack
that he was on the point of taking his own life; so at least they
say. I don't know what happened after that, but it is known
that he was several years doing penance. . . . But what is
the matter with you, Vassily Mihalitch? Am I fatiguing you
with my artless tale?"
"Oh no, for goodness1 sake . . . You say that he has been
doing penance; but he is not alone."